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than the classic style as his model. We find here none
of that artificiality, that straining and effort at style for
its own sake, that perverse elaboration, those insipid
intolerable sJiUshas and interminable compounds which
reach a climax in the appalling concatenations of e.g.
the KddambarL Mature Hindoo literature exhibits pre-
cisely the same tendency as its architecture: ornament
is piled on ornament with aimless, tasteless extravagance,
till the whole becomes nauseous, and all unity is smoth-
ered and annihilated under a load of rhetorical gewgaws.
Just as the rank and luxuriant growth of a creeper will
sometimes drain of its juices, dry up, and destroy the tree
it was designed to adorn, so the over devolopment of
gaudy rhetorical blossoms and effeminate literary pretti-
nesses has desiccated and broken the spring of the
Hindoo mind. The best things in the literature are just
those which are simplest, and therefore as a rule oldest
Literary arabesque nearly always indicates and springs
from the absence of anything to say; a poverty of crea-
tive ideas. But our author has really a story to tell, and
can therefore afford to exhibit it in naked unadorned
simplicity.

Finally, the words which stand as a motto on the title-
page have a history of their own. They are the closing
lines of the Shakuntald., and they mean, briefly: O Shiwa*
grant that I may never be born again. There is a curiosa

casionai deviations (as e.g. the conclusion) into more eiaborate

metres, v